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ALBERT  MOLLINS 
7135  Clarke  Street,  Montreal,  Canada 


My  dear  readers :  — 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to 
convey  to  you  a  few  of  my  humorous 
and  sentimental  poems. 

The  proceeds  from  this  book  are 
to  be  used  in  helping  the  author 
through  a  college  course. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Albert  Moluns. 


THE  BAR. 


The  saloon  is  sometimes  called  a  bar  — 

that's  true. 
A  bar  to  heaven,  a  door  to  hell  ; 
Whoever  named  it  named  it  well. 
A  bar  to  manliness  and  wealth; 
A  door  to  want  and  broken  health. 
A  bar  to  honor,  pride  and  fame ; 
A  door  to  grief  and  sin  and  shame. 
A  bar  to  home,  a  bar  to  prayer; 
A  door  to  darkness  and  despair. 
A  bar  to  honored,  useful  Hie; 
A  door  to  brawling,  senseless  strife. 
A  bar  to  all  that's  true  and  brave; 
A  door  to  every  drunkard's  grave. 
A  bar  to  joy  that  home  imparts; 
A  door  to  tears  and  aching  hearts. 
A  bar  to  heaven,  a  door  to  hell; 
Whoever  named  it  named  it  well. 
That  is  whiskey. 

Albert  Mollixs. 
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THE  FARM  HORSE  TO  HIS 
MASTER. 


Oh,  Master,  dear,  the  blistering  sun 

Beats  down  upcn  my  head, 
As  round  and  round  the  furrowed  field 

With  weary  steps  I  tread ; 
You  ride  behind  me  on  the  plow, — 

I'm  glad  that  you  can  ride; 
And  willingly  I  toil  for  you 

With  patience  and  w  ith  pride. 
The  dust  drifts  up  in  stifling  clouds 

And  chokes  and  blinds  me  sore, 
My  collar  chafes  my  sweltering  neck 

As  it  has  done  before; 
And  long  and  sultry  are  the  hours 

Since  I  have  had  a  drink, 
How  parched  and  dry  my  throat  must  be, 

Dear  Master.,  only  think ! 

I  saw  you  seek  a  shady  place 

And  drink  a  cooling  draught, 
I  heard  the  water  trickle  down 

As  from  the  stream  you  quaffed. 
If  I  could  only  plunge  my  nose 

In  water  sweet  and  cool; 
If  I  could  quench  my  burning  thirst 

A  moment  at  the  pool! 

Oh,  Master,  dear,  we  serve  you  well, 

But,  oh,  if  you  would  think, 
When  oftentimes  you  quench  your  thirst, 

How  much  we  need  a  drink; 
And  if  a  moment,  now  and  then, 

You'd  rest  us  in  the  shade, 
We'd  feel  for  all  our  patient  toil 

That  we  were  richly  paid. 

Albert  Moixins. 
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AN  APPEAL  FOR  DOGS 
AND  CATS. 

We  are  the  little  brothers, 

Homeless  in  cold  and  heat ; 
Four-footed  little  beggars, 

Roaming  the  city  street; 
Snatching  a  bone  from  the  gutter, 

Creeping  through  alleys  drear, 
Stoned  and  sworn  at  and  beaten, 

Our  hearts  consumed  with  fear. 

You  pride  yourself  on  your  city, 

With  its  laws  so  just  and  free, 
While  we  are  dying  by  thousands 

In  coverts  you  never  see. 
You  sit  in  your  tinseled  playhouse 

And  weep  o'er  a  mimic  wrong, 
Our  woes  are  the  woes  of  the  voiceless 

Our  wrongs  are  unheeded  in  song. 

You  say  that  the  same  God  made  us, 

When  before  His  throne  you  come; 
Shall  you  clear  yourself  in  His  presence 

On  the  plea  that  He  made  us  dumb  ? 
Are  your  hearts  too  hard  to  listen 

To  a  starving  kitten's  cry  ? 
Are  you  blind  to  the  patient  pleading 

In  a  dog's  imploring  eye  ? 

Behold  us  your  little  brothers — 

Starving,  beaten,  oppressed — 
Stretch  out  a  hand  to  help  us 

That  we  may  have  food  and  rest. 
Too  long  have  we  roamed  neglected ; 

Too  long  have  we  sickened  with  fear. 
The  mercy  you  hope  and  pray  for 

You  can  give  to  us  now  and  here 

Albert  Moujns. 
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DON'T  WORRY. 


Don't  worry:  There  always  is  plenty  of  time; 

If  a  job  seems  too  hard  to  be  done 
I  just  lay  it  away  until  some  other  day 

And  go  for  a  walk  in  the  sun. 
I  remember  that  youth  has  a  right  to  its  fling; 

And  that  life  is  a  beautiful  lark, 
And  my  age  will  be  spent  in  delightful  content, 

Then  to  the  poor-house  I  may  have  to  go. 

Don't  worry:  I  duck  trouble  whenever  I  can; 

Have  nothing  to  do  with  dull  care, 
For  labor  seems  long  when  I  am  not  feeling  strong, 

And  burdens  are  grievous  to  bear. 
When  old  opportunity  goes  on  his  rounds 

I  lie  low  when  he  drops  in  at  my  house, 
And  when  I  am  old  and  the  winter  blows  cold — 

I  always  can  go  to  the  poor-house. 

Keep  smiling :  Remember  the  clouds  of  to-day 
Will  fade  with  the  sun  of  to-morrow. 

If  my  sisters  are  sad  I  can  always  be  glad 
That  I  don't  have  to  share  with  their  sorrow, 

And  when  'neath  the  willows  at  last  I  am  laid 
The  world  will  roll  merrily  on, 

And  the  grass  on  my  bier  won't  be  mussed  by 
a  tear — 

For  no  one  will  grieve  when  I  am  gone. 

Albert  Moluns. 
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IN  KENTUCKY. 


The  moonlight  falls  the  softest 
In  Kentucky. 

The  summer  days  come  oftest 
In  Kentucky. 

Friendship  is  the  strongest, 
Love's  light  glows  the  longest, 
Yet,  wrong  is  always  wrongest, 
In  Kentucky. 

Life's  burdens  bear  the  lightest 
In  Kentucky. 

The  home  fires  burn  the  brightest 
In  Kentucky. 

Plain  girls  are  the  fewest, 
Maiden's  eyes  the  bluest, 
Their  loving  hearts  the  truest, 
In  Kentucky. 

The  sunshine's  ever  brightest 
In  Kentucky. 

The  breezes  whisper  lightest 
In  Kentucky. 

While  players  are  the  keenest, 
The  cards  come  out  the  meanest, 
The  pocket  empties  the  cleanest, 
In  Kentucky. 

Orators  are  the  grandest 
In  Kentucky. 

Officials  are  the  blindest 
In  Kentucky. 
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Boys  are  the  fliest, 
Dangers  ever  nighest 
And  taxes  are  the  highest, 
In  Kentucky. 

The  bluegrass  waves  the  bluest. 
Yet,  bluebloods  are  the  fewest  (?) 
In  Kentucky . 

Moonshine  is  the  clearest, 
(By  no  means  the  dearest), 
And  yet  it  acts  the  queerest, 
In  Kentucky. 

The  dove  notes  are  the  saddest 
In  Kentucky. 

The  streams  dance  on  the  gladdest 
In  Kentucky. 

Hip  pockets  are  the  thickest, 
Pistol  hands  the  slickest, 
The  cylinder  turns  quickest, 
In  Kentucky. 

The  song  birds  are  the  sweetest 
In  Kentucky. 

And  thoroughbreds  the  fleetest 
In  Kentucky. 

Mountains  tower  proudest, 
Thunder  peals  the  loudest, 
The  landscape  is  the  grandest, 
In  Kentucky. 

Albert  Mollins. 
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THE  TALKING  HORSE. 


A  horse,  brought  to  an  evil  pass, 

Was  given  speech,  like  Balaam's  ass, 
And  it  remarked  in  mournful  terms, 

While  rude  winds  chilled  its  ancient  bones : 
"  My  master  sits  beside  the  fire, 

And  there  he'll  talk,  and  never  tire, 
Of  equal  rights,  square  deals  and  things 
Of  which  the  jawsmith  always  sings, 
And  I  stand  haltered  to  a  post, 

'Most  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 
I  wouldn't  give  a  picayune, 

I  wouldn't  give  a  mouldy  prune 
For  any  scheme  of  equal  rights 

That  leaves  dumb  critters  out  at  nights. 
The  squarest  deal  that  man  can  plan, 

Is  framed  exclusively  for  man ; 
While  he  is  fussing  with  his  jaws, 

Devising  tax  and  tariff  laws, 
He  lets  his  poor  old  pony  wheeze, 

He  lets  his  trusty  roosters  freeze, 
His  cow  must  shiver  by  the  fence, 

Because  she  has  no  residence, 
His  dog  must  sleep  beneath  the  barn, 

And  never  does  he  care  a  darn. 
I  wish  the  world  were  changed  around, 

And  horses  had  the  right  to  pound 
And  bullyrag  and  starve  the  men  — 

You'd  see  some  dizzy  doings  then! 
My  boss  would  stand  here,  nice  and  cool, 

And  I'd  be  in  there  playing  pool, 
Or  sucking  cider  through  some  straws, 

And  arguing  some  blame  fool  laws! " 
Then,  having  told  what  he  desired, 

The  poor  old  war-worn  plug  expired. 

Albert  Moluns. 
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FIVE  DOLLARS  A  WEEK. 


Thus  it  is  down  on  Beelzebub's  books: 

"August  the  seventeenth  —  Isabel  Brooks  ; 
Blonde  ;  splendid  figure  ;  big  violet  eyes  ; 

Dimples  ;  fair  coloring;  feet  of  small  size  ; 
Home  in  the  country  ;  her  parents  quite  poor  ; 

Character  excellent ;  morals  still  pure  ; 
Came  to  the  city  today  and  found  work  ; 

Wages  five  dollars  ;  department  store  clerk." 
Wages  five  dollars.  To  last  seven  days  ; 

Three  for  a  miserable  hall  room  she  pays  ; 
Two  nickels  daily  the  street  car  receives  ; 

One  dollar-forty  for  eating,  that  leaves. 
One-forty  has  such  a  long  wa}^s  to  reach  — 

Twenty-one  banquets  at  seven  cents  each. 
There  !  Every  penny  of  wage  has  been  spent  — 

Squandered  for  feasting  and  riding  and  rent. 
Spendthrift  !  She  doesn't  remember  life's  ills  ! 

How  in  the  world  will  she  pay  doctor's  bills  ? 
What  if  she's  furloughed  (there's  always  a 
chance); 

Isabel  ought  to  save  up  in  advance. 
Hold  !  We've  not  mentioned  her  clothes  ;  she 
must  wear 

Dresses,  hats,  shoes,  stockings,  ribbons  for 
hair  — 

How  did  she  get  them  ?  Suppose  that  we  stop  ; 

Perhaps  it's  as  well  if  we  let  the  thing  drop. 
Yon  good  math'maticians  may  figure  it  out ; 

It's  a  matter  of  figures  or  figure,  no  doubt. 
Carry  this  picture,  it's  better,  I'm  sure: 
"  Character  excellent,  morals  still  pure  ?  " 
What  else  is  written,  we  won't  try  to  see  ; 

Beelzebub  thinks  much  the  same  way  as  we. 

Albert  Mollins. 
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THE  PRAYER  IN  THE  BAR  ROOM. 
"Yes,  I'mguilty,"  the  prisoner  said, 

As  he  wiped  his  eyes  and  bowed  his  head, 
Guilty  of  all  the  crimes  you  name  ; 

But  this  yer  lad  is  not  to  blame, 
'Twas  I  alone  who  raised  the  row, 

And,  judge,  if  you  please,  I  tell  yer  how. 
You  see,  this  boy  is  pale  and  slim  ; 

We  call  him  Saint  ;  his  name  is  Tim. 
He's  like  a  preacher  in  his  ways, 

He  never  drinks,  or  swears,  or  plays, 
But  kinder  sighs  and  weeps  all  day  ; 

'Twould  break  your  heart  to  hear  him  pray, 
Why,  sir,  many  and  many  a  night 

When  grub  was  scarce  and  I  was  tight, 
No  food,  no  fire,  no  light  to  see, 

When  home  was  Hell,  if  Hell  there  be, 
I've  seen  that  boy  in  darkness  kneel, 

And  pray  such  words  as  cut  like  steel ; 
Which  somehow  warmed  and  lit  the  room 

And  sorter  chased  away  the  gloom. 
Smile  if  you  must,  but  facts  are  facts, 

And  deeds  are  deeds,  and  acts  are  acts, 
And  though  I'm  black  as  sin  can  be 

His  prayers  have  done  a  heap  for  me 
And  made  me  think  that  God,  perhaps, 

Sent  him  on  earth,  to  save  us  chaps. 
This  man  what  squealed  and  pulled  us  in 

He  keeps  a  place  called  Tiddlers'  Inn, 
Where  fakes,  and  snides,  and  lawless  scamps 

Connive  and  plot  with  thieves  and  tramps. 
Well,  Tim  and  me,  we  didn't  know 

Just  what  to  do  or  where  to  go, 
And  so  we  stayed  with  him  last  night, 

And  this  is  how  we  had  the  fight: 
They  wanted  Tim  to  take  a  drink, 

But  he  refused,  as  you  may  think, 
And  told  them  how  the  flowing  bowl 

Contained  the  fire  that  kills  the  soul. 
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"Drink!  Drink!  "they  cried,  "this  foaming  beer, 

'Twill  make  you  strong  and  give  you  cheer, 
Let  preachers  groan  and  prate  of  sin. 

But  give  to  us  the  flowing  gin  !  ' ' 
Then  Tim  knelt  down  beside  his  chair, 

And  offered  up  this  little  prayer  : 
"  Help  me,  dear  Lord,"  the  child  began, 

As  down  his  cheeks  the  big  tears  ran, 
"  To  keep  the  pledge  I  gave  to  you, 

And  make  me  strong,  and  good,  and  true  ; 
I've  done  my  best  to  do  what's  right, 

But,  Lord,  I'm  sad  and  weak  tonight, 
Father,  mother,  oh,  plead  for  me, 

Tell  Christ  I  long  with  you  to  be  !  " 
"  Get  up,  you  brat,  don't  pray  round  here,  " 

The  landlord  yelled  with  rage  and  fear, 
Then,  like  a  brute,  he  hit  the  lad, 

Which  made  my  blood  just  boiling  mad, 
I  guess  I  must  have  hurt  his  head, 

For  I  struck  hard  for  the  man  that's  dead. 
No,  he  hain't  no  folks  or  friends  but  me  ; 

His  dad  was  killed  in  sixty-three  — 
Shot  at  the  front,  where  bursting  shell 

And  cannon  sang  their  song  of  Hell. 
And  muskets  hissed  with  fiery  breath 

As  brave  men  fell  to  their  tune  of  death. 
I  promised  his  father  before  he  died, 
As  the  life  blood  rushed  from  his  wounded  side, 

I  promised  him,  sir,  and  it  gave  him  joy, 
That  I'd  protect  his  darling  boy. 

I  simply  did  what  his  father  would, 
And  helped  the  weak  as  all  men  should. 
u  Yes,  I  knocked  him  down  and  blacked  his  eye, 
And  used  him  rough,  I'll  not  deny; 

But  think  of  it,  judge,  a  chap  like  him, 
Striking  the  like  of  little  Tim. 

If  I  did  wrong,  send  me  below  ; 
But  spare  the  son  of  comrade  Joe. 

You  forgive  him  —  and  ?  Oh,  no  ! 
A  fact?  God  bless  you  !  Come,  Tim,  let's  go. 
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THE  KAISER  TALKS  WITH 
THE  DEVIL. 


The  Kaiser  called  the  Devil  up 

On  the  telephone  one  day; 
The  girl  at  "  Central  "  listened  in 

To  all  they  had  to  say. 

"  Hello,"  she  heard  the  Kaiser  say, 
"  Is  old  man  Satan  home  ?" 
Just  tell  him  it  is  Kaiser  Bill 

That  wants  him  on  the  telephone. 

The  Devil  said  "  Hello  "  to  Bill, 
And  Bill  said/'  How  are  you  ? 

I'm  running  a  hell  up  here  on  earth, 
So  tell  me  what  to  do." 

"  What  can  I  do  ?  "  the  Devil  said, 
"  My  dear  old  Kaiser  Bill, 
If  there's  a  thing  I  can  do 
To  help  you,  sure  I  will." 

The  Kaiser  said,  "Now  listen, 

And  I  will  try  to  tell 
The  wray  that  I  am  running 

On  earth  a  Modern  Hell. 

"  I've  saved  up  for  this  for  many  years 
And  I've  started  out  to  kill; 
That  it  will  be  a  modern  job, 
You  leave  to  Kaiser  Bill. 

"  My  army  went  through  Belgium, 

Shooting  women  and  children  down, 
We  tore  up  all  the  country 
And  blew  up  every  town. 
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"  My  Zepps  dropped  bombs  on  cities, 
Killing  both  old  and  young, 
And  those  the  Zeppelins  didn't  get 
Were  taken  out  and  hung." 

"  I've  been  a  mean  old  devil, 

But  not  half  as  mean  as  you, 
And  the  minute  that  you  get  here 
I  give  my  job  to  you." 

"  I  started  out  for  Paris 

With  the  aid  of  poison  gas; 
The  Belgians,  damn  'em,  stopped  us  short 
And  would  not  let  us  pass. 

"  My  submarines  are  devils, 
You  should  see  them  fight; 
They  go  sneaking  through  the  seas 
And  will  sink  a  ship  at  sight. 

4<  I  was  running  things  to  suit  me 
Till  a  year  or  so  ago, 
When  a  man  named  Woodrow  Wilson 
Wrote  me  word  to  go  more  slow. 

"  Said  he  to  me,  *  Dear  William, 

We  don't  want  to  make  you  sore; 
So  be  sure  to  tell  your  U-boats 
To  sink  our  ships  no  more. 

"  We  have  told  you  for  the  last  time. 
So  Bill,  it  is  up  to  you, 
And  if  you  do  not  stop  it 
You've  got  to  fight  us  too.' 

I  did  not  listen  to  him 

And  he  is  coming  after  me; 
With  a  million  Yankee  soldiers 

From  their  homes  across  the  sea. 
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That's  why  I  called  you,  Satan, 
For  I  want  advice  from  you. 

I  knew  that  you  would  tell  me 
Just  what  I  ought  to  do." 

My  dear  old  Kaiser  William, 

There's  not  much  that  I  can  tell 

For  the  Yanks  and  Canadians  will  make 
it  hotter 
Than  I  can  for  you  in  Hell. 

I'll  be  ready  for  your  coming 
And  I'll  have  the  fires  bright 

And  I'll  have  your  room  all  ready 
When  they  begin  to  fight, 

For  the  Khaki  boys  will  get  you. 

I've  nothing  more  to  tell, 
Hang  up  your  phone  and  get  your  hat 

And  meet  me  here  in  Hell  ' ' 
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